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By Toutatis, that had been a useful little stroll! Obelix 

and I were on our way back from the forest, each of us 

with a boar slung over his shoulders. We love hunting 

wild boar. We like hunting Romans next best. Unlike 

the wild boar, however, the Roman legionary is not a 

solitary animal. Roman soldiers always go about in 

groups. Funny habit, that. They claim the idea is to 

keep the Pax Romana. 
We saw our druid Getafix coming. He was out for a 

breath of fresh air himself, this nice fine day. 

‘Well, boys, any news?’ Getafix asked us. 

‘No. Good hunting, same as usual.’ 

‘But I had Dogmatix to help me. He’s a great 

boarhound!’ said Obelix, fondly. 

‘Oh yes,’ I added. ‘I was forgetting. We bumped 

into a Roman patrol.’ 













It never rains but it pours! Large black clouds were 
gathering over the village. Even the elements were 
ganging up on us! The wind rose. There was a flash of 
lightning, followed by a dull rumble, and then Taranis 
the thunder-god let fly. Rain swept the village, the 
trees bent under the force of the wind, while the huts 
did their best to stand up to it. Why such a storm? 
What was that strange, menacing shadow on the wet 
ground, looming in the distance, coming closer? 
Ancient, ancestral fear crept into the minds of all the 
Gaulish villagers — a fear which has haunted us from 
generation to generation. Was the sky about to fall on 
our heads? Normally Getafix would protect us, but 
how could he help us now? 
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But to return to our troubles, by which I mean 
Getafix, he was still suffering from the effects of that 
menhir. At his bedside, Vitalstatistix asked, ‘How are 
we going to cure him, Asterix? Surely there must be 
some way?’ 

‘To think how easily Getafix could have made 
potions to cure himself,’ I said... and then I realised! 
‘The potion! The magic potion!’ 

But Getafix was still wool-gathering, daft as a 
brush and perfectly happy. He didn’t seem to 
understand. ‘Magic potion?’ he asked us innocently. 
‘What magic potion? And who’s this Getafix you 
keep going on about?’ 

‘This is a very serious situation,’ muttered Chiei 
Vitalstatistix, shaking his head. ‘Suppose the Romans 
find out our druid is ill...’ 
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The soothsayer had been sorry to leave the village. He was 
also leaving a lot of potential customers behind. He knew 
that hope, being all in the mind, is an ever-expanding 
market, and well worth a few frauds. His was a simple 
recipe: a spot of illusion, a suggestion of mystery, just 
enough to keep his public in suspense. With a stock in 
trade ranging from riddles to sheer nonsense, you can rake 
in the sestertii. It was as good a way as any of providing 
for his old age without going to unnecessary trouble. Of 
course, the drawback was that now and then soothsayers 
come across sceptics like Obelix and me. Well, you can’t 
foresee everything! So this particular soothsayer had 
decided it would be better to clear off. Alone in the forest, 
he was on his way towards some other destiny. And when 
it was time to stop for refreshments, he found only a crust 
of bread in his bag. Contrary to expectations, the omens 
for the future did not look too good. 
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Dogmatix was the first to spot the tree with the owl on it. 
A tree in a forest is normal. An owl perched on a tree is 
normal too. But this particular tree was walking and 
talking, and then it hid itself, inefficiently, behind the 
village fence. Intent on our experiments, we hadn’t noticed 
it before. However, Dogmatix’s instincts told him there 
was something fishy about that tree. 

WOOF! WOOF! The camouflaged legionary ran for it. 
Obelix caught Infirmofpurpus without any trouble at all 
and brought him back to our own cauldron, extricating 
him from his disguise. 

‘Look at this, Asterix! My first legionary disguised as a 
tree!’ 

‘Don’t hurt me!’ begged the Roman. 
‘We’re not going to hurt you,’ I said. ‘We’re offering you 

a spot of soup, that’s all.’ 
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Infirmofpurpus, light as a feather, had flown back to 

camp to make his report. So now the whole Roman 

camp knew there were odd things going on in the 

village. The centurion did some hard thinking. 

‘What can they be planning?’ he wondered. 

He prudently decided to send a patrol to observe 

the invincible Gauls. Perhaps they weren’t as 

invincible as all that any more! If cauldrons were | 

going off bang, and the druid was losing his powers, 

then the village was at his mercy. Where Caesar had 

failed, HE might succeed! 

‘I shall conquer all Gaul!’ the centurion told 

himself. He loved, admired, and envied Caesar... he 

dreamed of being a noble conqueror and going down 

in history himself. And now his moment had come. 
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I’m sure the villagers thought it was all true. 
‘Yes, Gauls,’ the soothsayer announced, ‘I am back 

villagers CXJRSED by the gods. The veiy air you 
breathe will rise from the depths of hell. It will be foul, 

Aware of his responsibilities, Vitalstatistix decided 
to respect the so-called will of die gods. 

‘We’ll go and camp on the little island just off the 



Getafix, Obelix and I were left alone, abandoned by all 
the others. The druid, who didn’t seem to realise any of 
that, went on playing with his potions. There was a 
violent explosion. The cauldron spat fire like a volcano 
erupting. In alarm, I ran to help the old man. 

‘Stand back, Getafix!’ 
There was another and even bigger bang. And 

another. The flames were followed by suffocating smoke, 
pouring relentlessly up from the cauldron. It spread 
onwards and outwards, covering the country around us 
with thick vapour. What was happening to me? I 
couldn’t breathe. I was choking. My legs had gone 
wobbly. I felt weak. All was dark, and I was falling 

But Obelix had seen the smoke overcome me. He 
called to me, made his way through the tide of smoke, 
and fished me out, unconscious. Carefully, he put my i 
lifeless body down on a rock. 
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